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"BLONDIE"_
4:30 - g:OO P.M., P3T
MONDAY, MARCH 24, 1941 7:30 - 8:00 P.M., PST
ANNCR: Ah -- Ah -- Ah -- Don't touch that ¢ial -~ Listen to

"Blondie"...presented by Camel...the slower-burning

cigarette of costlier tobaccos.

MUSIC: (THEME)
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GOODWIN:

BARY:
BLONDIE:

BABY:

BIONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

"BLONDIE" -2-
3 /2L /1

/ﬂY Pl valj’
family conference's in session.” A letter hfis arrived from

And now for our weekly visit with the Bumszzfds, where &
Uncle Harry Bumstead, and Blondie has just broken the news
that they are to have & visitor.

When is Uncle Harry coming to see us, Mommy?

Today, Baby Dumpling...He says here -- (READS) '"Dear
Blondie, Dagwood, and you, too, Baby Dumpling:"

Gee, I'm in it too.

Yes, "Heigh-ho, and greetings --"

(LAUGHS) That's Uncle Harry, all right.

(READS) "I have just been visiting with Allen and Boots,

and their 1little son Tommy who as yog probably kmow is a

PR P

sort of Jack the Ripper uunlor. Life here has Been rather

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
g

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

Ay Sn o AN EC T T
dangerous; so T'm checking out befére the dear little

monster strangles me in my sleep. You'll be seeing me the
dey after tomorrow."
Hn -- that's today, sii—right. %}fjj
] ¥Q4L7y
Hoplng you'le all wellvqnd wealthy I renain tha old

sponger, Uncle Harry Bumstead." ) Wellj=hets-Irank about—-it-

problem relatives?

In a way. He's sort of the gray sheep of the Bumstead

808L SSP1IS

family.
GRAY sheep?



DAGWOOD:

"BLONDIE" -3
3 /24 /41

Well, he's not exactly a black sheep, but he's not exactly
a white sheep, either. I guess he hasn't much money and he!
he's been living with different relatives from time to time

during the last five years.

G b w*““"""“"

WAEWOED Yeaiy-Riondter-thatie—i tr-ft+s-fumny-he-never-got-to-us

R B
BABY: Will he tell me a lot of stories like my other uncles?
DAGWOOD: Oh, sure, Baby Dumpling. 6’},3
BLONDIE: If he's a Bumstead, he'll tell you stories’-- you. can-ooun¥
€A~ ’/ Y 1,/ /
DAGWOOD: M%&Wé” “hAve: ﬁfm Shall we talk about
Vf AN &anoﬁ&az Tt T e e e ?
Asé‘. 1
BLONDIE: Er -- well, maybe we'd betier not...But IAwish Uncle Harry
had picked another time to come. I'm in charge of that 7/
lecturer who's coming to the Women's Club today/;j’;;ijf‘, 7
DAEWOOD YV apty i~ ant-Bady - DUl 1 1 Ng 3= been-unheppy 18 4o by r~b0o0uww-. 388,

BLONDIE:
% 0d
DAGWOOD:

BABY:

DAGWOOD:
BABY:
DAGWOOD:

Pﬁ&p-u-ml"*mwmﬂymnhappy;‘ ”

fie-ig-an sl time-for-tnole-Huyyy to come.

7e . /‘\/tA\,/M O(A.//JT
T want a pair of lon pants.

.:/7&/,\(""' <o N A b L, A P ST
I.ong pa.nts' 'r/r ok dear = my bab --
em— /0 7 fﬂ <3

Tooooh' I uuppose next you'll be wanting a tuxedo.
ot until next year. And I wish you'd stop calling me
Baby Dumpling.

Oh, you dol!

Tt isn't dignified.

Now listen to me, young men -- I --

o f

v
£,
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BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BILONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

"BLONDIE" -)-
3/24/41 (REVISED)

Dagwood -- look &t the timel
Holy smokel! Get the door open for me.
A1l right, dear...(SIGH3) I'd like to have an

electric eye put on that door, so it would open

'}tself when you got near it.

Y107 FISE RO
Say, that wduld be quite an idea! It might cut a

few seconds off riy time. I wonder if I could fix
one up -- I could probably buy a second-hand electric
eye for --
Dagwood, don't stop to think about that now!
(BACK INTO STRIDE) Oh, that's right! Goodbye,
Baby Dumpling!

(DOOR_OPENS OFF)

(OFF A BIT) The door's open, Dagwood. Hurry!

Hey, hey...wait a minute, Where are my Camels?

(OFF MIKE) There was a package of Camels on the little

end table,
I can't go without my good old Camels., Besides,
Mr, Dithers would be sore if he couldn't borrow any

from me. (TO HIMSEIF) Where in the dickens?....
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BLONDIE:

DAGWOQOD:
GOODWIN :

GOODWIN:

MUSIC:

"BLONDIE" 5-A
3 /24 /41

(OFF MIKE) Degwood...you're so forgetful., Your
Camels are right out here in your coat pocket.

Oh, boy, that's swell, honey.

(CHUCKLES) 1I'll say it is, Dagwood. For during the
hustle and bustle of work...particularly on busy

days when you're smoking more...it's nice to know

that cool, flavorful Camels give you extra mildness o
less nicotine in the smoke,

Twenty-eight per cent less nicotine than the average of

the four other largest-selling brands tested...less
then any of them...according to independent scientific

tests of the smoke itself.

Yes, science has traced Camel's adventage of less
nicotine right down to the very smoke itself.,.right
down to you. For in a cigarette it's the smoke you
smoke. Smoke out the facts for yourself with a slow,..

slow-burning Camel, Try Camels now!

(CUE_QNE)

GOODWIN:

And now back to Dagwood, who's poised again for

his daily dash to work.

TI8L SS¥PIS



DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD: _

BLONDIE:

BLONDIE:
BABY:
BLONDIE:

"BLONDIE" 5-B
3/24 /41

ONE MORE BITE OF TOAST,
DAGWOOD, YOU'RE GOING TO BE IATE IF YOU DON!T HURRY.

Okay, say hello to Uncle Herry when he gets here.

I will...Goodbye, deay. ’
P R S T P

Goodbye, Blondie! 0
(WHIZZZ. .. OUT THE DOOR).

N

Dagwood -- look out!
(DAGWOOD _BUMPS_INTO SOMEONE)

Oh, good heavens!!
What happened, Mommy!
I'm not quite sure, but I think your Daddy and

Uncle Harry just met in mid-air!

¢18L SSP1IS



GOODWIN:

UNCLE:
BLONDIE:
UNCLE:

"BLONDIE" -6~
3/24/41

It's a minute later, and Dagwood and Uncle Harry have come
into the house...

Well, well, well -- hello, Blondie!

Hello, Uncle Harry. We haven't seen you for a long time.

That's right...and this must be Baby Dumpling.

HIYAH.

e THYENevOR - MEL FOUT-DHY T ve-seeh-your-baby
piobures. - -Yos, -8ip!

oxeT4ye grown & -lot since-then.

DAGWOOD:
UNCLE:
DAGWOQD:
UNCLE:

DAGWOOD:

UNCLE:

BLONDIE:

BABY:

BABY:

DAGWOOD:

UNCLE:

DAGWOOD:

UNCLE:

NGIE: -«~-My-how you!ve gro -« @r,-yes; "you tertainly have

Well, Uncle Harry -- I've got to dash off to the office.
But Dagwood, I just got herc -- You can't run away like this
I'm afraid I'll have to, Uncle Harry.
Oh, nonsense. ¥M2LPix-44aps What's the name of your
employer?
Well, it's Mr. J. C. Dithers, but I don't think it'll do any
good if you --
Never mind -- What's the number of your office?
Uncle Harry -- I don't know whether you'd better do this.
It's North 1l122.

(PICK UP PHONE)

North 1122 please...I'm getting Mr. jDithers for you, Uncle
Harry.

Tooooooh!

That's fine.

Gee, Uncle Harry -- we have cnough  things to worry about
now.,

Tt's all in the way it's done, Dagwood.

€18L SSPIS



"BLONDIE" -7~
3/24 /41

BABY: Mr. Dithers, please. Mr. Bumstead calling...Here you are,
Uncle Harry.

UNCLE: Thank you, Baby Dumpling...You're certainly quite a grown-up
aren't you?

BABY: That's what I keep telling Mommy and Daddy.

UNCLE: Hello?...Is this Mr. J. C. Dithers?...Mr. Dithers, this is
Harry G. Bumstead speaking -- Dagwocd's uncle. I've heard
so many wonderful things about you, I asked Dagwood if 1t
would be all right for me to call you up and ask you to give
him the day off. You see Dagwood's always talking about
what a privilege it is to work for a man like you -- a man

who -- IN THE EYES OF THE COMMUNITY IS A LEADING CITIZEN.

/ DON'T YOU THINK YOU'!'RE SPREADING IT ON A LITTLE THICK?
DAGWOOD: * Gee, I wish I'd inherited Uncle Harry's gift of gab.

UNCLE: Yes, Mr. Dithers -- that's right. He certainly has a high
regard for your ability and judgment, and I certainly hope
that while I'm in town I'll have an opportunity to meet you
personally...Yes...Thank you very much, Mr. Dithers.
Goodbye.

(HANGS UP) BoY{ IS THAT MAN A WINDBAG?

BLONDIE: My goodness -~ what did Mr. Dithers say?

UNCLE: He thanked me for calling him, and said it would be perfecti;
all right for Dagwood to stay home...While I'm here I'll
tell you how to get a ralse out of him.

DAGWOOD: Gee, that's wonderful, Uncle Harry. You must be a genius.

UNCLE: Yes, in some ways I am...(LAUGHS) Might as well be frank

about it, I guess.

P18L GSP1IS

BLONDIE: Well, Uncle Herry -- sit down and tell us what you've been
doing.



UNCLE:

DAGWOOD:

UNCLE:

DAGWOOD:

UNCLE:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:
DAGWOOD:

BLONDIE:

UNCLE:

BLONDIE:

UNCLE:
BABY:

"BLONDIE"
3/24 /41

Oh -- not much of anything, Blondie. I just go whichever
way the wind blows, see the sights, and hope that someday
people will say, "Uncle Harry certainly takes life easy,
but he's a nics 0ld guy to have around." Then I'1l consider
myself a success.

With your ability to talk, I'd say you're a success now.
(LAUGHS) Oh no, Dagwood -- I'm just a cross-country loafer.
(OFF) Daddy -- Mr. Fuddle's out in the backyard again --
looking at our little apple tree.

Oh~oh! 1I'll have to go out and see what he's doing. That
chiseler!

What's wrong?

Well, every year Dagwood and Mr. Fuddle who lives next door
have an argument about where the line is between our |
property and theirs.

He's trying to claim that a tree I planted last year is on
his property. Fach year he moves over a couple more inches.
In five mecre ysars he'll be claiming our kitchen...I've got
to go out and protect our rights.

Now don't get into an argument with him, Dagwood.

I can't promise anything, Blondie...I'll be back in a little
bit...(FADING)

Oh dear -- I wish they'd get that thing settled. It's been
going on for goodness knows how long.

Now.,

Don't worry, Blondie. lerhaps I can straighten the

whole business out.

GI8L GGVIS

(LAUGHS) You don't know what you're taking on, Uncle Harry.

Now don't you want to unpack?
All right, Blondic.

I'11 show you where your room is, Uncle Harry. Besides, I've

got something to talk to you about.



UNCLE:

BLONDIE:

UNCLE:

BLONDIE:

>.' .*,{{l{ "

UNCIE:
BABY:
UNCIE:

MUSIC:

UNCLE:

BABY:
UNCLE:
BABY:
UNCLE:
BABY:

UNCLE:
BABY:
UNCLE:
BABY:

"BLONDIE" -9-
3/24 /41 -

Fine, Baby Dumpling. Now Blondie -- you go ahead with

whatever you have to do -- don't mind me --
I'm afraid I won't be able to be around much today, Uncle
Harry. I'm in charge of the travel lecture at the Woman's
Club today. 1'll have to be there this afternoon.
Travel locture, eh? One of those daring adventurers who
talk about "Down the Danube in a Birchbark Canoe," or "Up
T ﬂ;r/ 4 L'klv "i{i‘/

Mount Everest with a Goat for a Guide?' z»’t7k< [
/ y.l—‘. _/14 /“ Aace ‘-%/‘/’

(LAUGHS) Yes, that's the general 1dea Il you want to, you

can oome to tdv locuure.

,k<~«//'A0’

Flne%-- I'llfoo that.
Come on, Uncle Harry.
All right, Baby Dumpling...Blondie, I have a feeling this is

going to be a very enjoyable visit.
(2)

Well -- there we are, Everything's out of my bags and hung
up. |
Now caa 1 tallk to you, Uncle Harry?

Vhy certeinly...What seems to be the trouble?

Well...Momny and Daddy think I'm very young.

Is that right!

But I'm very grown-up for my age. You think so, don't you,
Uncle Harry?

I certainly do...How o0ld are you?

Not quite twenty-one.

I can see that.

918L SSPTS

But I'm old enough. to wear long pents.



UNCLE ;
BABY:

UNCLE:
BABY:
UNCLE:
BABY:

UNCLE:

UNCLE:

BABY;
UNCLE :

BLONDIE:

UNCIE :

BLONDIE:

UNCIE;

"BLONDIE" =10~
3/24/41

Er -- well, possibly -- possibly.

- Do you suppose you could fix it for me to get some long

pants?

I'm not so sure, Baby Dumpling.

You said you were a genius,

That's right -- I did, didn't I?

Sure...We'll have to work together. You see, it's very hard
to explain things to Daddy and Mommy sometimes.

Well, I'1l see what can be done, Baby Dumpling.

gy w30 any of your friefids-heve=ions: vanEs

AAAAAA

Okay, Uncle Harry. Thanks a lot..

Now remember -~ I'm not promising anything yet. Well,. let!s

go downstairs and see what's going on.

Okay. I've got a lot of confidence in you, Uncle Harry.
(GOING DOWNSTAIRS)

I'11 promise you one thing -~ I'll make sure that you get
something that'll make you important among your friends.
Gee. Then I'll be a big shot..

Yes -~ I wouldn't be surprised.

(OFF A BIT) Oh, Uncle Harry?

Yes, Blondie. .

Can you come out here in the kitchen a minute?

Of course...(TO BABY DUMPLING) I'll see what I can do for

you, Baby Dumpling. .. j?éa’ ﬁj[wa4£4c/ )

LI8BL SSPHIS



BABY :
BLONDIE:

UNCLE:

BLONDIE:

UNCLE ;

BLONDIE :

DAGY;00D:
FUDDLE:

DAGYOOD:
FUDDLE :

DAGWOOD :

FUDDLE:

DAGWOOD:

FUDDIE ;

"BLONDIE" -11~
3/24 /41

Okay.
(COMING UP) I'ma little worried -~ look what's happening
out in the back yard.
Say -- looks like Dagwood and that fat man are just about
ready to take each other apart -- rtthsdsestweeye-300k
ssrdows.
That's Mr., Fuddle. Do you suppose we cught to go out and
stop them before anything happens?
I don't know...let!s open the back door and see if we can
hear what they're saying.
That's a good idea. Sometimes I think they're fighting and
it turns out to be just politics -~ and with both of them
on the same side, too.

(DOOR_OPENS )
(OFF) 1'11 take this to the Supreme Court, Fuddle!

(OFF) Okay -~ you take it to the Supreme Court and I'1l
take it direct to the President.

The Suprerne Court'!s higher than the President!

Oh yeah? Who picks the Supreme Court?

Well, T know my rights. This little tree is on my property.
I planted it there..

Dag, I've told you a million times that you made a mistake --
the line runs on your side of it. Whether or not you
planted that tree, it belongs to me.

Okay -~ then you can have the part that's in the ground, and
I'11 cut off the rest of it.

Oh, no you don't! I own all that tree,..besides, I've got

your axe, You loaned it to me last summer.

8I8L SS¥1IS



"BLONDIE" 12~
3/24 /41

DAGWOOD: That's a fine thing! I have to borrow back my own axe to cut
dom my own treel Well, you can't get away with this,
Fuddle! There must be something about this in the Bill of
Rights. Why, I tell you -~

(D07 CLASES)

UNCLE : They're in the arguing stage -- I don't think there's going
to be any violent action, Blondie.

BLONDIE: I guess not, but this dispute will go on and on for months -
maybe years -- GSASUs-otRAtMAEIESIENENTNETON

t...By the way,
Baby Dumpling has been telling me that you're not treating
him like the fully matured man that he is.
BLONDIE: (LAUGHS) Did he tell you about the long pants he wants?
UNCLE Well, yes, he did.
BLONDIE: Hmmm -- you didn't promise him a pair, 4id you?
RN “no-wsno 1T Tever ke

o Promse anytinng to-a-ohidd: .

. ThAt T oanS-mke goodeny,
B-ORe- 0 “OUr TUl88 ;%

UNCLE : I did say that I'd get him something that would impress his
young friends.

BLONDIE: What's that going to be?

UNCLE : Heaven only knows -~ I don't...But I thought that if you wer:
going shopping this afternoon before the lecture,
Baby Dumpling could come along.

BLONDIE: Of course he could..Mrp-i<thnk-bDagwroodis comng in-nows

"UNGREe ™1 WONALY- oW RS- 18 SO,

(DOOR_OPENS...AND CLOSES)

618L GS¥IS




DAGWOD :

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

UNCLE

DAGWOOD:

UNCIE:

DAGWOOD:

UNCLE @

DAGWOOD :
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD ;
UNCLE:

DAGWOMD :

BABY:

DAGVIOOD 2

"BLONDIE"
3 /24 /41

13-

(COMING UP) It's an outrage!
Mespidd-dnetuts i that the ~sree-rplanted.4a..a
Sabetae e aetem)

rrod, 408 fog ik e v gpr L

yPagwond- -~ don't get upsét now.

Itve got a few rights left!

That guy Fuddle burns me up

sometimes!

I can't 13 ivi
Now, Dagwood, you just leave everything to me. 1111 take
care of a8 (Lo oA eLisTA g

What can you do about this, Uncle Harry?
-7 J,/\/V’IJ:,'A ey

require an eleven men sehgtratdom board before it's settled.

This will probably

All right -- tut doa't worry about it. I'll see to it that

this Mr. Fuddle doesn't.za;%%#;S§g§our tree,
You'!ll have to be a genius to do it.,.3ay -- that's right --
you said you were a genius, didn't you?
Dagwood, I am.

That's very comforting.

Dagwood, we're all going shopping this morning. Uncle Harry
has promised Raby Dumpling a substitute for a pair of long
pants.

You aave”

Yes.
of sometiiing just as good.

To a boy Baby Dumpling's age, there's nothing just as good.
(LAUGHS) This is going to be pretty funny.

Uncle Harry,

you've got yourself in a spot!

77:4, 0;/{,4 % f_/:.(.‘t :/t',ﬂ __,WJ;"?U /Q’@'L(‘ € f"j/
(COME _UP ON DE G STRE N
AL eAad
Gee, Daddy -~ look! Long pants! <ese of them

Hunh? Oh, yeah -~ yecah -- 1 see,

Ternins I was a little rash, but I may be able to thin:

@Z8L SS¥TIS



BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD :
BABY:

DAGWOOD :
BLONDIE:

BABY:
BLONDIE ;

BABY:
BLONDIE:
DAGWOQD :
BABY:

DAGWOOD:

BABY:
BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD :

BABY:
DAGWOOD :
BLONDIE:
BABY:
UNCLE:

BABY:

VBLONDIE"
3/24 /41

~14-

111 tell the salesman we just want to look around for a
while first.

Okay, hone&...Baby, are you sure you want long pants?
Yep...Where's Uncle Harry gone?

I wish I knew, He was supposed to stay here with us.
(COMING UP) Baby; I'm sure you really don't want any long
pants. None of your friends have them. Alvin hasn't.
That's why I want some.,

But dear, Alvin hasn't a tall silk hat and a cane, either.
Does that mean ycu want a silk hat and a cane? |
Yes, Mommy.

oOh, dear -

What did you have to bring that up for?

And some spats, too.

(70 BLONDIE) We'd better get him out of here before he see:
that monogrammed smoking=jacket.,

Daddy -- can I have a smoking jacket?

Now who's talking too much? I wonder what 's happened to
Uncle Harry? Just when we need him, he's slipped away.
That's a fine thing -- passing the buck to usii.Say, Baby -
here's some dandy looking knickers. Boy, these are swelll
...Aren't they? | -
No.

I guess that's that -~ Oh, here comes Uncle Harry.

He'll stick up for me... | |

(COMING UP) Hello, Baby Dumpling. I hope you haven't got
any long pants yet}

No -- I've been waiting for you.

128L SSV1S



UNCLE:
BABY:
UNCLE ;
UNCLE;
BABY:

UNCE%: i

BABY:
UNCLE ¢

BABY:
‘/‘/),éf 71/4(/(.(/ .
DAGWOQD ;

BABY:
BLONDIE:

"BLONDIE" =] 5w
3/24/41

, 1
P w4

Well, I'11 tell you -~ I've been thinking it over. I
Lw

it wouldn't be so good for you

Aw, gee, Uncle Harry. I didn't think you'd let me down.

Well, here's what I'm afraid of. Look at my long pants.

They look all right, don't they?

They re not pressed, »

/,);ff{/ foot vo g g s

That i€n't what T neand..Now look what happens when 1 pull

them up. See?

(LAUQHS) That looks funny. P
/(C/ —_ 4 . At et e LN e

O0f course it does. And you know, Baby Dumpling, you're

growing so fast you wouldn't have long pants a month before

they'd be short pants, and look just like this,

Hm ~- sounds logical -=-

Now, why don't you wait until you're growing slower. Then

you can get long pants.

(SIGHS) I guess that's rigng.

'{’JL/’/»"//V / tt\vy"»/"/‘ z’";'ir'(

Why sure, Baby Dumpllng. Uncle Harry knows what he's

talking about.

Gosh, I did want a pair of long pants.

Don't be too disappointed, Baby. Daddy will get you a soda

later this afternoon..

ZZ8L SSP1S



BABY: .
UNCIE:

ﬂg//fy ,

BABY:
UNCLE :
BABY:
UNCLE :

BLONDIE:
DAGWOMD:

BABY:
UNCLE:

"BLONDIE" ~16=
3/24/41

1 Iﬁ’k‘/c'}
I'd rather have -- 2o, SGrtt
//,['; v, B 4; V” (/t /‘ f

I did get something for you, w/ And it's:

e A
e e
e

something tqu youz “friends haven't got yet.
,,( te

¥0&dﬁié?\ébﬁ/ s

Yes, and I héd the man put your initials on it, too,

Gee -~ what is it, Uncle Harry?

Look!

Oh, my goodnessd

Holy smoke -~ it's a safety-razori

Oh, boy -~ gee whiz -~ gosh, this is wonderful, Uncle Harry!
Well, I thought you might like it. And when you get a
little older, I'1ll buy you some blades for it. - But you've

g0t your own razor now.

£Z8L SSPIS



BABY:
BLONDIE:

UNCLE:

DAGWOCD:
UNCLE:

DAGWOCD:

UNCLE:

MUSIC:

BLONDIE:

UNCLE:

BLONDIE:

UNCLE:
BLONDIE:

"BLONDIE" ~17-
3/24/41 (REVISED)

(LAUGHS) Gee =- I'm grown up} Wait till I show this to
Alvin! Boyl

Uncle Harry -~ you're amazing!

Yes, sometimes I amaze myself...Now then, Dagwood -- I
think Blondie and I are going to a lecture this afternoon,
but you're going home, aren't you?

Why yes, I guess so

Goods If you'll stop at the Dithers Company and borrow
some surveying instruments, I'1]l see what I can do about
that property line,

Gee -~ Can you do surveying?

I don't know, Dagwood -- I never tried. Come on, Blondie.

(COME UP ON STIR QF PEOPLE,.,MURMURING OF PEOPLE QFF)

(COMING UP FAST) 0On, Uncle Harry -- the most awful thing
has happened. |

Well, that covers all sorts of calamities. What's this -~
and by the way, when is the lecture going to start?

That's Just it -- I'm afraid there isn't going to be any
lecture. Mr. Archer, our explorer, isn't here.

there is he?

He's not even in this state. He just sent a telegram
here from the next state -- he went to a city there that

has the same name as our town.

PZ8L SSP1IS



UNCLE:

BLONDIE:

"BLONDIE" -18-

3/24/41
T SUPPOSE YEENUEIRSSONERTENSINY; vithout his guides
\’/ 7'/ i('/t \/ LA e S "I/;».' .
and gunbearers. /.t 4«7 L0 v h 0t /

I'm just going to have to explain to all the club members
what happened. JGho=renity-puoititilitiiasorngy—Tomn

Eharivamen—-of~bho-Conii-btee—thet-arranged~for-ninmio ,ug,dlﬁﬁ
ol s O d 1 e 1 S e Y M
UNCLE: Well I guess this calls for a llttle ad libbing. You "J’(,
just go up there and introduce me.
' BLOLDIE: Oh, Uncle Harry! Introduce you?
] UNCLE: T'11 deliver just as good a lecture as this Mre Archer --
and twice as excitinge Come on Blondie.
BLONDIE: Oh, I don't know, Uncle Harry. After all =--
UNCLE: Stop holding baci, Blondie. We're going up on that
platform. And all you have to do 1s just introduce me.
I'11 go on from there,
BLONDIE: Well, all right, Uncle Harry...Here we go. (ALOUDp
Madsme Chairman, and Ladies of the Women's Club. |
(MUEMURING STCPS)
BLONDIE: Wie have just received a telegram from Mr. Archer who will
be unable to be here. In his place, I'd like to introcduce
Mr. Harry G. Bumstead.
(POLITE APPLAUSE)
UNCLE: (PAUSE) Madame Chairman, LadieSe..I had hoved to meet

Mre Archer this afternoon -- I rather imagine we have
mutual friends in the desrk, mysterious, and exotic
continent of -- Africa. But perhaps I can in a small

way fill in for hime Perhaps I can tell you of the
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witch-doctor of Xreljoolna, of the singing apes whose
(CONTINUED)
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UNCLE: ) weird harmony makes the night terrifying in the
(Cont'd
fever-ridden tributaries of the upper Congo,  GEsEhe-\.

FEe T1tes of the Ngongo-pygmies -whoare r2sponsibiy

Ay 4

or the tiny scar on my cheek and a few of the white

~-in-my head...We set out for the interior from the

—tovm-of Rikdik and started on our-search fores.

MUSIC:

UNCLE: (FADE IN)e»-There, shining in the blazing sun like a
lost city, was the mysterious Karmajaro Escarpment --
the plateau of the =ncient gods. eur-nztive porters-had
Fert-UsS; TOT tHEY -kKnew-that ~to-took-upen-that-prateay-wae
w30 sethetr-Boulss As I stood there I heard the first
slow beat of the jungle drums. '"Go backi" they warned
me. "Go back, or-go to your deathl" But I went olee.

ONe..hacking my way through the snake-infested underbrusti

MUSIC:

UNCLE s (COME UP -- DRAMATICALLY) And yet that restless urge

UL 1, f‘”‘/{
is still in my he irt, ang, ,in the words of the !nnamt@g

) ofeia, T . u »/6/' S — Tmhre, ¢ 7:’/ 13
XTI TSRyt Jg-ﬁe somewhere of Suezy: Where

T e j— fet_aC A T AW(C/'
rie-best-ts-like- the'worst“wwhere there aren’tt no Ten

gommandments,--And - 4-man..cap raise a thirsti"
(TERRIFIC APPLAUSE)

BLONDIE: Uncle Harry -- you were wonderful}y I didn't know you

9z8L GSS¥IS

had travelled so muche

UNCLE: It was pretty exciting, wasn't it?
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UNCLE:

MUS IC
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GOODWIN :

MUSIC:

"BLONDIE! «20=-
3/24/41

How in the world did you get out of th=t scrape with
the head~hunters?

How do I know, Blondie -- I wasn't even therel

Well, Uncle Harry seems to be quite a persons Perhaps
he will be able to help Dagwood settle his dispute with

| ”
T A *+ : - e NI
FuddlesooWe'll know in a moment. ZL«&f LLatd

(COMVERCIAL)
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SLCOND MAN:
FIRST MAN:
SECOND MAN ¢
FIRST MAN:
SECOND MAN:
FIRST MAN:

SECOND MAN:
FIRST MAN:
SECOND MAN:
FIRST MAN:
SECOND MAN:

"BLOWDIE" 20-A
3/24 /41

(FEW_BARS OF REVEILLE,, FADE QUT)
(CURT, MILITARY) Company, attention! The average

American soldier, Nineteen Forty-one Edition...two
paces forward...march! Answer these questions:
First, how old are you?

(YOUNGER...STIFF) Twenty-one, sir.

Your weight?

One hundred forty-five pounds, sir.

Your height?

Five feet, eight inches, sir.

What's the color of your hair, Mr, Averege Americen
Soldier?

Light browmn, sir.

Color of eyes?

Blue, sir.

What brand of cigarettes do you smoke?

Camels, sir. (ENTHUSIASTICALLY) Cemels sure hit
the spot!

8Z8L SS¥1S
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MAN:

GOODWIN:

MUSIC: ..

"BLONDIE" 20-B
3/24 /41

Right you are, Mr. Typical American soldier!: You

corteinly kmow what's good. Records show that in
Army Post Exchanges, Camcls are the favorite, and in
Navy canteecns, too. You sec, friends, Camcls...with
their matchless blund of costlicr tobaccos...with thelr
slowcr way of burning...bring you more smoking plcasurc

in cvery puff. Yes, in the smoke of slow...slow-burning

Cancls, you get .oxtra flavor and extre coolness. There's
extra mildness, too...lesg nicotine in the smoke.

Twenty-cight per cent less nicotine than the average of

the four other largest-selling cigarcttes tested...loss
than any of them...according to Indopendent scientific

tests of the smoke itself.

And in a cigarctte,the smolze's the thing! So next time,

ask for Camcls...the slowcr-burning cigarettes. /FAnd for

convenicnce and economy get your Camcls by the carton.

6Z8L GSPIS
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FUDDLE:
UNCLE ¢
FUDDLE:
UNCLE:
FUDDLE:
UNCLE :
FUDDLE:

UNCLE:
FUDDLE:

UNCLE:

J

FUDDLI

DAGWOOD:
UNCLE:

DAGHOOD
FUDDLE:

-21-

"BLONDIE"-
3/24/41

Yes, sir -- there's Uncle Harry out in the Bumstead's
back yard, peering through the surveyor's transit
Dagwood borrowed from the Dithers Company.
wait a minutel

(DOOR SLAMS O:F)

I thought so. Here comes Fuddle over to see what
Uncle Harry's doingeee

(COMING UP) Sayese

Just a minute, son, just a minute -- I'm bUSy.
OKgyeseehAre you chiecking up on the property line here?
No -- I'm looking for Halley's comete

Is there a reward for it? (LAUGHS)
Is your name Bumstesd?

No -- my name's Farquar Fuddle. I guess Bumstesd must
have called the surveyor's office and asked you to check
the property line here,

Mmmmmminm .

The argument!s about whether that little tree is on my
property or on hise

Yes, I knowo..Now let me se€os Ummmme...Well, this line
seems to be all wronge

Ahad T thotght sol

(DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES OFF)

(OFF) Hey -- what's going on out here?

I'm surveying this line between the property of Farouar
Fuddle and Dagwood Bumstead.
(LAUGHS)

Are you Bumstead?
Yeah -- that's right,
Hey -- what's that piece of paper you've got?

Ang -- say =-

@E8L SSPIS
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DAGWOMD: oh, this is just an agreement petween us, Fuddle, When
you sign it, it'll settle where the property line 1is, | 41M[
P /\{‘.kl JI[/A’II,’ [}J;u J)
once and for alle e //a.“
ot (A
FUDDLE I'm not signing aNything. . -oeyyaugE=stsamey vt ves the

big idea of giviang Baby Dumpling his own safetly razors.
Now Alvin insists I have to get one for him.

DAGWOOD: Oh, it was just a present.

FUDDLE: A fine thing.Bverything was going along nicely with our
sons but you had to raise the standard of livingl- Pretiy
soon all the kids in the neighborhood will want razors.

Who knows where it will end?} You're meddling with

economicse.
UNCLE: Say, about this property line.
7 / /"_‘ _,(/4) A " //%’ 7
FUDDLE: Shy—yesh —-—dé=that little tree\on my prooerty?
UNCLE : That's right, Mr. Fuddle. It certainly is.:
DAGWOOD: See, Fuddle -- that's what I've been telling you s
Ww h-vha--what?
YL e

FUDDLE: .- 1 kﬁew 1&lwas ﬁ& tree} (LAUGHS) How do you like that,
Mister Bumstesd?

DAGWOOD: Something's wrong herel

UNCLE: Just one momentlees.The line runs slantwise along here.
That tree is on your property, Mr, Fuddle, but five feet
and three inches of your garage are encroaching on
Mr. Bumstesd's property.

FUDDLE: What's that?

UNCLE: That's right. Five feet and three inches of your garage
is built on Mr. Bumstezd's land.

DAGWOOD (LAUGHS) That!'s goode You can have the tree, ruddle,

T€8L GS¥%IS

pbut I think I'1l get a saw and cut off one end of your

garage,



FUDDLE
DAGWOOD:

= 7 ,
’_/A//‘_// /’(4 .

FUDDLE:
DAGVWOOD:
FUDDLE:
DAGWOOD:
FUDDLE:

UNCLE:
DAGWOOD:

UNCLE:
FUDDLE ¢
DAGWOOD ;
FL]DDLJ.) .
DAG#00D:
FUDDLE :
@ fkﬂ'z .

UNCLE:

FUDDLE ¢

PTG e
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Doooooohl

As a matter of fact, I think 1'11 start right away.
Yoﬁf garagébléfgélng‘quléék/bretty funny with one end
sawed off.

Dag, 0ld boy ~- don't be hastyl

This is going to be funi

Dagwood! Wait! Let's arbitratel
No, thankse

Let's settle it peacefully then., Come on now, Dag,
old boy -~ ve're neighbors -- we'lre friendss
Just a minute -- let me see that paper,

Here you are. I've got a pen, tooe.
(RATTLE OF PAPER)

Hmmm -- this looks like 2 pretty fair settlemente.

Mr. Bumste~d gets his tree; and Mr. Fuddle gets the end

of his garage,

I'11 sign it...Here -- give me that pen.

Okay, but it would have been lots of fun to saw your

garage in two,

Here you =re, Dag...Holy smoke -- that was a surprise
to mel

Thanks, Fuddle, I've got another surprise for you. I
w-nt you to meet my uncle Harry G. Bumstead.

I'm very gl=d to know -- hey, what is this! TI!'ve been

'

framedl [ i o 2,

A ‘
AN

That!s right, Mr. Fuddle. I'll send you a bill on the

first of the monthe

I should have suspected that something like this was
Si . L o Crtaod AL

cookingl o LAt
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FUDDLE ¢
BLONDIE:
DATWIND:

UNCLE :

MUSIC:

BLONDIE:

BABY:

UNCLE:
DAGWOOD

k)

BLONDI

UNCLE:

"BICONDIE" ~24~
3/24/41

Now wait a minute, Mr. Fuddle. The only thing you've
Jost is & tree th-t didnt't belong to you, and the fun of
squabbling over ite. And who knows -- maybe if this line
really was surveyed, you'd find your whole garage
belonged to Dagwood.
Hey, that's rightl Maybe I got off easye.

(BELL RINGS FOR FUDDLE)

That's Hazel. (CALLS) Comming, dearl
(CALLS) Dagwoooooood! Uncle Harryl Dimner's readyl
(CALLS BACK) We're coming, Blondiee..Come on Uncle
Harryl

(WHIZ222%Z 4 00)

I'm right behind youl
(VHIZZZZZZ3e0s)

(RATTLE OF DISHES)

Look, Uncle Harry -- Baby Dumpling's got his new razor
right by his plate.
Gee, this is swell, Uncle Harry. It's better than

EEBL GSPTIS

having long pantsSe

{CHUCKLES) That's good, Baby Dumpling.

Blondie, you should have seen the way Uncle Harry handled
Fuddle, It wes wonderful.

You should have heard him telling his African experiences
at the VWomen's Club., Dagwood -- Uncle Harry was a
sensation!

Well, I will admit that in a small way I wowed them.



BLONDIZ:

UNCLZ:

BLONDIE:

DAGWOOD:

BABY :

BLONDIE:

UNCLE:

BLONDIE:

MUSIC:

"BLONDIE" ~25=
3/24/41

You know, Uncle Harry -- you've straightened just ahout
everything out for use I don't know what we would have
done without youe.

Blondie; that's very nice to hears I'm glad I was able
to helps

T think you're probebly one of the most welcome guests
we'lve ever hade

That's right, Uncle Harry.

It certainly is, Uncle Harry.

And after dinmer, maybe you'll tell us some ore of your
African experiencess

oOh, Blondie -- I told you I just made those up as I
vent alonge

T know -- but I still want to know :ow you escaped from
those hezd-hunterse

(THEY ALL LAUGH)

PegL SSPIS
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GOODWIN: Well Folks, Uncle Harry certainly solved a lot of

ORCHESTRA

problems for Blondie and Dagwood. But there are
more troubles instore for the Bumsteads, and
Blondie herself saves the day., So be sure to be
with us next week at this same time to see how,

"Blondle Controls a Corporation."

(MUSIC UP BRIEFLY)

GOODWIN:

"Blondie" is played by Penny Singleton and Dagwod 1s
Arthur Lake.

our "Blondie" orchestra is directed by Bill Artzt vwho
also cre~tes the special musical effectss This is
Bill Goodwin s2ying good night for the mekers of
Camel CigarettesS.

This 1s the COLUMBIA...BROADCASTING SYSTcMe
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